THE SCHOUDLER FAMILY

It was Jean-Noel. With calculated animosity he had
falque a jolly good punch.

The nurses came running, delivered Raoul Sandoval, put an end to
the macabre game, and forbade them to start it again.

"Disgraceful! .. .  It's really a shame..." Miss Mabel cried.

Anyway it was now time to go home; ribbons were re-tied, collars

smoothed. In the small drawing-room the mothers were finishing their

Abridge, and the children heard a gay voice saying: "Jacqueline, you're

dummy (le mort) this time."  And they felt certain, once again, that

they were being teased.

While they went home, dragging their feet, their hands imprisoned
in those of their English nurses, the father of Jean-Noel and Marie-
Ange was still walking aimlessly along the dusty avenues, past motor-
cars blowing noisy horns, through the congestion in the streets.

" I shall find a way out as I walk, I shall find a way out," he said to
himself. "Things'll sort themselves tonight or tomorrow morning; the
other banks are bound to support us. They're all interdependent. And
Father is a Governor of the Bank of France. They won't let a Governor
down. And yet they let Boutemy fail, they let.. ."

He had been brought up on the story of the failure of the Universelle.
The Patriarch told the story at least once a week. "And we're fifty
times less important than the Universelle was. What difference will it
make to France? A family gone by the board, that's all."

In the immediate forefront of his mind, on the glass walls of his
obsession, he saw reiterated with the persistence of a dream the line
from the Stock Exchange reports: "Opening price ... closing price ...
Sonchelles refineries" in small solid type. What would the rate be to-
morrow? Would Sonchelles even be quoted? Tomorrow the run on
the Bank would begin ...

Beyond the glass cage was a distant, indifferent world: a milliner's
girl carrying a bandbox, a workman rolling a cigarette, a couple of
loungers gazing into a florist's window, a delivery boy, standing on the
pedals of his tricycle, zizagging uphill...

Against the side of the cage appeared the cloudy eyes of Lulu Mau-
blanc and his yellow teeth. " I promise you I shall not relent towards
the Schoudlers till I see the lot of them dead."

The delivery boy, his backside in the air, was growing smaller with
distance as he reached the top of the hill.

"I must see Father, we must have a talk and see what can be done,"
Francois thought.

Nevertheless, he knew that he had lost his father's confidence, that
the giant would pay no attention to anything he said, would refuse even
to listen to him.

"Can't you watch out where you're going?" shouted a taxi-driver.
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